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cleanshaven, with swarthy, blood-red cheeks and a fine, firm
mouth.  He was tall but well-built, and marched almost^
without swinging his arm.  A painful frown furrowed hi^
forehead.  Stockman drew him into conversation.
" Been in the army long, comrade ? " he asked.
The man's light-brown eyes ran over Stockman coldly)
and interrogatively.   (C Since 1915," he replied through his
teeth.
The  restrained  answer  did  not  freeze   Stockman   off.
" Where are you from ? " he asked.
" I'm from Moscow/'
" A worker ? "
" Aha ! "
Stockman glanced at the man's hands, and noticed marks
betraying an iron-worker.
" A metal worker ? "
The brown  eyes  again  passed  over  Stockman's  face.^
" I'm a metal turner.   Were you too ? " And the stern eyesN
gleamed warmly.
f< I was a locksmith. But why do you keep your eyes
screwed up ? "
" My boots are rubbing. They've gone hard with the
wet."
" It isn't because you're afraid ? " Stockman smiled
inscrutably.
" Afraid of what ? "
" Well, we're going into battle. . . /'
" I'm a communist."
" And aren't communists afraid of death ? " Mishka
joined in the conversation.
After a moment's reflection the man replied:
" You're still fresh to such matters, that's clear, brother,
I mustn't be afraid, I've given myself orders. Understand ?
I know what we're fighting for and who we're fighting, and
I know we shall win. And that's all that matters." Smiling
at some memory and glancing at Stockman, he related:
" Last year I was in a detachment in the Ukraine. We were
being pressed hard all the time. We had to leave our
wounded behind. We received orders that someone was
to break through the White lines at night and get to their
rear to blow up a bridge over a river, so as to stop an
armoured train from passing. Volunteer^